John  Lamph 


There  is  a  history 
of  beings 
imposed  upon  themselves 

tasting  the  quick  blood, 
a  nail  at  the  ankle 
smeared  against  the  sky 
a  shadow 

of  dice  and  saving  grace 

It  was  dark 

a  promise  given,  the  heavens  wailed 

fearlessly  they  tread: 

intruders  without  reason 

There  is 

the  twisted  tear  as  bitter  as 

the  inward  gushing  that  licks  the  surface  and 

falls  back  in  agony 

suffer  for  your  sins  and  leave  the  rest  to  be 
forgotten 

delicate  ashen  tracery  speaks  in  muted  tones 
-the  anger  of  the  soul 
made  pliable 
faces  heaven 

forever  it  goes 


Debby  Williams 


Martha  Menk 


TO  DYLAN  THOMAS 

If  I  had  died 
still  yet  wet 
in  my  mother's  womb 

knowing  no  impasse 

past  the  bread 

of  her  buttered  cord 

I  would  not  know 

this  bent  bow  of  love 

nor  your  soft  core  spending. 

If  I  had  died 

slung  not  low 

from  thigh's  soft  craddle 

bit  not 

the  biting  cold 

of  her  milking  pore 

I  would  not  know 

the  hollow  blow  of  word 

nor  the  lovers  blending. 

If  I  had  died 

not  the  tillaged  death 

of  seed  plant  and  withered  form 

nor  the  broken  spore 
of  fish  and  fowl 
on  the  feathered  bed 

I  would  not  know 

the  rage  within  my  bone 

nor  its  quiet  ending. 

John  Sansone 


The  Sin-eater 

Lyman  Kirth  lay  upon  his  pallet,  still  and  heavy  at  last.  In  those  final 
seconds  he  had  ceased  to  thrash  and  moan.  And  now,  the  pain  and  grief  that  had 
marked  his  face  for  so  long  was  gone,  or  rather  transferred  to  that  of  his  wife 
standing  by  the  hearth.  A  dull  bronze  glow  illuminated  her  face  and  kirtle,  both 
wrinkled  and  blotched,  one  with  tears  the  other  with  dirt  and  stains.  For  her  the 
room  was  empty,  empty  as  her  mind  and  heart.  The  three  little  ones  huddled  in  the 
corner,  filthy  and  awe-struck  with  bewilderment,  her  friends  Gyn  and  Eb  miserable 
sympathy  stitched  upon  their  faces,  did  not  exist.  Only  the  death  filled  bed  and 
the  barren  low  room  where  she  had  lived  and  loved  for  the  majority  of  her  life 
remained,  filling  her  heart  with  disturbing  melancholy  and  wretched  memories. 

Watching  her  from  the  shadows,  Gyn  was  struck  with  pity,  more  for  the  lone 
woman  standing  so  quietly,  than  for  the  hapless  form  stretched  on  the  pallet. 
"Aye,  e's  beyond  alio'  this  nau.  'Appen  e's  glad  ta  be  shut  o'  tha  blidy  mess 
o'  life.  But  leavin  er  'ere  this  a  way,  thas  tha  pity,  thas  tha  pity."  Shaking 
her  head  she  caught  sight  of  the  children,  "Puir  babes,  wi'oot  fuid  or  faither,  nor 
old  enou'  ta  do  nobbit  about  it,  aye." 

Listening  to  the  rain  outside  swamping  the  countryside,  Gyn  felt  caught  in 
the  timeless  inevitability  of  sorrow  and  its'  many  faces.  Of  course  she  did  not 
realize  the  emotion  as  such,  and  if  asked,  would  probably  have  shrugged  and  replied, 
"nobbit  but  tha  pity  o'  it  all,"  and  turn  away.  The  scene  touched  her,  but  it  was 
nothing  she  hadn't  seen  before,  too  many  times  perhaps.  Her  heart  was  as  hardened 
by  life  as  her  hands  were  by  water,  earth  and  ceaseless  toil.  And  it  was  this  that 
enabled  her  to  turn  to  the  younger  woman  and  say  gently,  "thars  time  enou'  fer 
greetin  an  wastin  later  lass.  Ye  mus  think  on  im  wi'oot  a  bleary  e'e  fer  tha  nonce." 
And  as  the  woman  made  a  slight  movement  as  if  to  the  contrary,  Gyn  went  resolutely 
on. 

"Hae  ye  fergot  im's  gone,  gone  wi'oot  shriven  lass?  Ye  mun  do  tha  fer  im.  As 
ye  took  care  o'  im  in  tha  body  in  life,  ye  mun  ta'  care  o'  ims'  soul  in  death." 

"Shriven,"  the  voice  was  strangled,  and,  turning  to  face  Gyn  it  rose,  "shriven 
ye  say?  Ow  canst  I  think  o'  shriven  wi  me  mon  died  o'  some  rot  o'  ims'  innards,  an 
me  barrns  cryin,  and  tha  waters  fallin  f ra'  tha  'eavens  fit  ta  flood  us'n  all  aback? 
Ow  canst  I  think  o'  some  bliddy  caff-faced  friar  wha  cares  none  an  feels  nobbit 
fer  oor  lot?"  Crossing  the  packed  floor  she  knelt  beside  her  dead  husband  and  slip- 
ped her  hand  into  his  stiffening  brown  one.  "Puir  Lyme,  ma  puir  mon.  You's  some 
o'  a  dacker  ye  be,  and  now  so  cauld-rife.  Ye  ware  a  gudeman,  ye  ware.  Och-one, 
o-hon"  she  moaned. 

"Let-a-be  me  Too,  me  sweeting,  come  aback,"  said  Gyn,  and  stooping  she  pluck- 
ed the  woman  from  the  floor. 

"Ye  be  right  Gyn"  she  said  turning  away  and  staring  around  the  room  and  at 
the  faces  of  her  children,  "e  shuld  be  shriven.  Us  canna  leave  im  ta  tha  earth  wi'oot 
ta'en  tha  sins  f ra'  ims'  'ead.  Us  mun  'ave  a  friar."  Shivering  she  sat  by  the  hearth. 
"Us  mun  'ave  a  friar,  us  mun,  us  mun." 


"She  be  haf  daft,  naught  tha  I  blame  er"  sighed  Gyn,  and  catching  sight  of 
the  so  far  forgotten  Eb  at  the  table,  she  sat  down  beside  him. 

'S'truth  tis  cauld  in  'ere"  he  muttered  sullenly  scratching  his  ear.  "Ain  nobbit 
ta  eat  either".  And  catching  his  wifes'  glance  he  half  grinned,  "I  lookt." 

"A  murrain  on  yoor  belly  mon,  they's  more  important  things  ta  think  aboot 
tha'  fuid.  Us  mun  fetch  a  friar  fer  er  mon,  an  weel  I  knowst  na  flemit  holy  milk- 
sop o'  a  friar  wuld  beard  thaes  storm  fer  naething  ither  tha'  a  pint,  an  bried, 
an  warm  kivvers." 

"Hesh  wife"  groaned  Eb,  trying  in  vain  to  cover  his  ears  and  growling  stomach 
at  the  same  time.  "Canna  ye  talk  o'  nobbit  but  fuid  an  wairmth  been  a  man  is 
neither  filled  wi'  fuid  nar  wairm  wi'  kivvers,  but  'ungry  an  cauld?"  He  glanced  around 
the  room,  sighed  as  he  caught  his  wifes'  gaze,  and  cautiously  lifted  both  hands,  resting 
them  on  the  scarred  gritty  surface  of  the  table.  "Ah  wife,  ye  be  right,  us  canna  fetch 
a  holy  mon,  so  leave  us  na  fret  or't."  Timidly  he  stretched  out  a  hand  to  one 
of  hers. 

"Dolt!"  she  cried,  snatching  her  hand  away,  and  then  more  softly  with  a 
conspiratal  look  towards  the  hearth.  "Us  dunna  need  a  friar,  na.  They  be  ither 
ways  ta  git  rid  o'  a  mons'  sins,  an  weel  ye  knowst  fer  sooth." 

Gyn  sat  back  triumphantly,  watching  the  effect  of  her  words  play  upon  her 
husbands'  face.  Ebs'  deadpan  expression  vanished  completely,  to  be  replaced  by 
fear  and  loathing,  not  a  little  touched  by  anxiety.  He  opened  his  mouth  to 
speak,  exposing  several  rotting  deralicts  of  teeth,  but  uttered  nothing  but  incoherent 
syllables. 

"Ye  canna  mea-mean,  ye  canna  m— "  he  struggled  with  his  lips  while  his  wifes' 
face  told  him  all  he  needed,  but  didn't  want  to  know. 

"Aye,  aye,  ye  guessed't  Eb,  tis  the  sin-eater  us  be  needin,  or  raither"  with  a 
look  towards  the  pallet,  "wha'  ims  needin."  And  as  Eb  started  to  speak  she  broke 
in,  "An  ye  bitter  na  saiy  nobbit  ta  tha'  un  ayon,"  nodding  in  the  direction  of  the 
fire.  "Er'll  ken  ta  naething  til  tis  too  late  as  over  wi'.  Tis  fer  the  best  tha'  ye  fetch 
im  Eb." 

"Me  fetch  the  sin-eater?" 

"An  wha  else  ye  ninny?  I  mun  sta'  'ere  an  ta'  care  o'  tha  lass,  an  git  things 
ready!  Och,"  she  said  with  a  pitying  glance  at  her  husbands'  white  cintinence. 
"Dunna  be  scaired  mon,  ye  knowst  tha  sin-eater  willna  hairm  ye." 

"Aye,  an  so  ye  saiy  Gyn.  I  only  hope"  he  added  glumly  as  he  started  for  the 
door,  "tha  im  knows't  too." 

All  day  long  the  rains  had  sluiced  down  from  the  dark  sky,  drenching  the 
countryside,  weathering  the  hills  and  crags  and  turning  the  lowlands  into  unpen- 
etrable boggy  marsh.  All  day  long  he  had  sat  watching  the  storms'  penetrating 
results.  Now,  as  the  grayness  melted  deeper  towards  the  night,  he  shifted  uncom- 
fortably in  the  wet  and  then  was  still  again.  Perhaps  he  knew,  did  the  sin-eater, 
what  the  day  portended  for  him.  Anyway  he  was  not  surprised  when  he  saw  the  dim 


solitary  figure  walking  towards  him  out  of  the  rain.  For  uncounted  years,  just  so 
had  men,  need  overcoming  fear  and  revultion,  come  to  him  for  aid.  They  came  and  he 
followed,  ever  to  meet  death  and  sin,  and  absorb  the  two  into  his  own  body  and 
soul.  This  was  the  life,  the  purpose  of  the  sin-eaters'  existence;  to  take  mens' 
sins  upon  himself,  absolving  forever  the  dead  bodies  that  had  once  contained  them. 
And  after  his  duty  had  been  done,  he  would  be  banished  again  from  the  world  of 
man  with  a  soul  that  much  heavier,  that  much  more  twisted,  that  much  more  damned. 
Yet,  even  as  the  unbearable  groan  of  anguish  passed  his  lips,  he  rose  and  went  down 
to  meet  the  terrified  Eb. 

Even  though  Gyn  had  prepared  the  body  of  Lyme  for  the  sin-eaters'  arrival 
by  placing  bread  and  meat  on  his  breast  and  straightening  his  limbs,  she  had  for- 
gotten to  prepare  herself  sufficiently  for  the  sin-eater.  Much  as  she  tried,  she 
could  not  suppress  the  gasp  of  horror  as  Eb  lead  him  into  the  room.  Thick  matted 
hair,  wisps  of  clothing  hanging  from  his  stooped  body  were  nothing  compaired  to 
his  face,  seamed  as  it  was  with  the  years  and  an  unutterable  spiritual  burden. 
Her  horror,  though  tinged  with  pity,  was  strengthened  by  the  outcry  stemming  from 
the  window. 

"Gyn,  Gyn"  sobbed  the  woman  clutching  her  children  to  her  and  pointing  to 
the  sin-eater,  "t is  tha  cloot,  tha  fleysome  cloot  o'  tha  divil  een  ma  hoose.  I  willna 
leave  im  ta'  ma  mon!  Gyn,  ye  daur  na  leave  im  ta'  ma  mon!  Fer  sure  im'll  forspeak 
us  all,"  rising  she  grabbed  a  rude  wooden  crucifix  that  hung  over  the  hearth  and 
with  it,  ran  screaming  at  the  cowering  sin-eater,  "aback,  aback  and  awa!  Certis 
ye  be  the  devil  imsel!  Awa!  Ta'  yoursel  ayon  i'  your  corrie!"  Until,  with  a  gesture 
from  Gyn,  Eb  dragged  her  back  to  her  crying  children  and  forced  her  to  the  floor 
where  she  sat,  still  clutching  the  cross,  incoherent  with  tears. 

Fearing  lest  the  sin-eater  run,  dutiful  to  the  womans'  cries,  Gyn  advanced 
towards  him  carefully.  "Dunna  cowr'  so,  an  pay  ye  na  mind  ta  'er,  'er  dunna  know  wha 
'er's  doin."  Walking  over  to  the  body  on  the  pallet  ahe  said  looking  back,  "ere  be 
your  duty  mon,  hastit,  hastit." 

Slowly  he  came  towards  the  body,  and  seeing  the  bread  and  meat,  sighed,  raised 
his  eyes  to  the  cob-webbed  ceiling  and  began.  His  chant  was  that  of  the  Gaelic 
tongue  mixed  with  Welsh  and  others,  ancient,  long  forgotten,  harsh  with  bitterness 
and  the  untold  lives  of  history.  Weaving  and  raging,  the  sin-eater  bent  down  to  the 
body  of  Lyman  Kirth,  and  as  Gyn  and  Eb  watched  pressed  close  together  transfixed, 
he  gobbled  the  food,  cramming  it  into  his  mouth  with  both  hands,  almost  gagging  on 
its'  drynass.  Yet  when  he  was  through  he  rose  quietly  and  gazed  down  upon  the  body 
that  now  lay  with  such  repose.  The  room  was  stifling  in  its'  muggy  atmosphere  of 
damp  earth,  human  sweat  and  fear.  Without  a  glance  at  Gyn  and  Eb  standing  motionless 
beside  the  table,  the  sin-eater  turned  and  opened  the  door.  Behind  him  at  the  fire 
sat  the  woman,  crucifix  on  her  lap,  face  averted  to  the  embers'  warm  glow.  For  a 
moment  the  sin-eater  stood  regarding  the  rough-hewn  cross,  then  with  a  sad  smile 
he  softly  closed  the  door,  walking  away  from  the  world  of  men  into  the  night. 

Kathy  Malone 
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precise  and  exhilarating 

the  trickles  ripples 
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waves  - 
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fluid  synchronicity 
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fingers  trees 
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arranged  for  tomboys  and 
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Gail   Towey 


ON  THE  MAKING  OF  "PASSAGE" 

Starting  from  where  I  did  on  this  film-excited  about  the  script  and  about  the  contribu- 
tions I  would  be  making-was  what  made  it  all  work  for  me.  I  had  spent  some  time  in 
the  very  beginning  discussing  the  script  with  Eric,  and  had  a  decent  idea  of  what  the 
film  was  all  about-that  is,  what  he  was  after  in  the  script. 

Sometime  very  early  in  the  semester  we  all  took  off  to  the  hallway  on  the  bottom  level  of 
Melchers,  which,  like  our  planned  location  in  Alexandria,  was  long  and  narrow.  Our  plans 
for  the  afternoon  included  setting  up  some  shots  to  see  what  kind  of  angles  and  compo- 
sition we  could  get.  Within  an  hour  we  had  changed  our  location  from  Alexandria  to  Mel- 
chers, our  main  character  from  an  undefined  boy  to  a  college  student  (a  little  grounding 
in  reality  couldn't  possibly  hurt  this  flick),  and  our  mysterious  overseer  from  a  cat  to  a 
girl  that  Eric  envisioned  as  "ethereal"  and  wearing  something  "white  and  flowing". 
Who  would  ever  have  thought  that  all  of  this  could  be  inspired  by  a  bunch  of  pseudo- 
Jeffersonian  arches? 

The  next  chapter  is  a  long  and  bleak  one.  We  were  to  start  shooting  on  a  Sunday  after- 
noon soon  after  the  session  described  above.  But  sometime  in  the  middle  of  that  Satur- 
day night,  Eric  took  off  unannounced,  and  for  parts  unknown.  We  had  a  meeting  on  Mon- 
day and  the  three  of  us  that  were  left  decided  that  we  wanted  to  wait  for  a  while  to  see  if 
Eric  came  back.  It  is  appropriate  to  mention  here  that  Eric  was  to  play  the  main  character 
in  the  film.  We  waited  over  a  month  and  just  as  we  were  beginning  to  look  for  an  actor  to 
replace  Eric,  he  came  back. 

When  filming  finally  got  underway,  the  role  I  assumed  was  determined  by  my  understand- 
ing of  and  feelings  about  Eric's  script,  and  by  the  ideas  I  had  about  how  the  film  should 
be  visually  and  how  it  should  feel  rhythmically  when  completed.  Some  of  what  I  did  dur- 
ing the  filming  involved  making  little  decisions  when  they  were  not  being  made  by  other 
members  of  the  company.  I  was  also  official  camera-loader  and  did  a  fair  amount  of  pac- 
ing-7'  from  camera  to  subject  kinds  of  things.  Most  of  what  I  did  however,  involved  ex- 
pressing my  feelings  about  the  final  film-making  sure  that  I  got  what  I  needed  in  the 
rushes  to  be  able  to  fulfill  my  fantasy  of  what  the  finished  film  would  be  like.  Where  to 
start  and  end  shots,  some  compositional  things,  length  of  shots,  how  many  of  certain 
shots  to  take  were  all  things  that  I  was  concerned  about  from  the  position  of  editor.  I 
think  I  did  reasonably  well  in  this,  though  I  needed  a  much  clearer  idea  of  what  I  wanted 
than  I  had.  Several  general  problems  developed  in  the  rushes  and  were  left  for  the  most 
part  uncorrected.  I  am  now,  in  editing,  finding  myself  left  with  holes  in  the  material  I 
have  to  work  with,  and  am  having  to  rewrite  sections  of  the  script  to  compensate  for  the 
deficiencies. 

Though  the  editing  is  not  yet  finished,  I  can  pretty  well  assess  the  problems.  The  hardest 
part  was  the  first-l  spent  almost  two  hours  with  just  me,  the  rushes,  and  the  scissors  be- 
fore I  made  the  first  cut  in  the  film.  In  two  weeks  I've  come  a  long  way-l  now  have  a 
fairly  calm  attitude  toward  the  whole  thing.  This  has  come  from  simply  doing  it  and 
gaining  confidence.  At  this  point  I  sometimes  feel  cocky-a  little  too  sure,  not  quite  care- 
ful enough.  I'm  no  longer  afraid  to  try  things  that  I'm  not  sure  about,  mostly  because  I 
often  have  no  choice,  since  I'm  having  to  fill  in  for  the  shots  that  are  not  usable  or  that 
we  don't  have  enough  of. 


The  most  highly  organized  editing  I've  done  was  the  first.  I  began  by  going  through  all  the 
rushes  that  I  might  be  able  to  use  and  picking  out  and  noting  specific  shots  I  wanted  to 
use  by  reel  and  shot  numbers.  By  doing  this,  I  avoided  a  lot  of  searching  for  shots  on  the 
editor,  which  is  a  drag  and  really  time-consuming.  All  there  was  left  to  do  after  finding 
all  the  shots  was  sticking  them  together  and  editing  for  rhythm,  which  is  by  far  the  finest 
work.  This  kind  of  organization  became  harder  as  the  editing  progressed,  because  as  we 
cut  more  and  more  out  of  the  reels,  shots  left  unused  got  more  and  more  scattered  about. 
The  half-hearted  attempt  at  listing  which  shots  were  on  which  pins  was  not  enough  to  save 
me  from  the  general  confusion  that  has  not  taken  over.  (I  now  have  a  Leggetts  bag  stuffed 
with  film). 

From  the  editing  I  have  learned  some  important  things  about  filming.  All  the  attention  we 
did  not  pay  to  detail  during  the  filming  is  creating  many  problems  in  continuity  of  com- 
position and  of  detail  within  the  frame.  Out  of  many  shots  that  were  originally  supposed 
to  be  matched,  very  few  were.  I  have  used  up  a  great  deal  of  cutaway  material  in  attempts 
to  cover  this  problem.  This,  and  the  facts  that  we  sometimes  did  not  have  enough  of  cer- 
tian  shots  or  the  exact  action  called  for  in  the  script,  I  see  as  a  result  of  inadequate  plan- 
ing during  the  period  when  we  were  shooting. 

Despite  all  the  problems  and  hassles  I'm  coming  out  of  this  feeling  really  good  about  the 
film  and  about  myself  in  relation  to  it.  I'm  being  allowed  to  make  virtually  all  the  deci- 
sions about  the  editing;  this  is  how  I  wanted  it,  and  I  feel  that  it's  working  out  very  well. 
I  like  the  film. 

SUMMING  UP 

Here  are  Carol's  four  laboratory-tested  rules  to  successful  filmmaking.  You  may  quote  me 
if  you  like: 

1.  If  at  all  possible,  be  excited  about  your  film. 

2.  PLAN  until  you  think  the  amount  of  detail  you  have  outlined  is  absurd.  Then  plan 
some  more. 

3.  Shoot  more  film  than  you  can  possibly  use.  You'll  probably  use  it. 

4.  Editors-ORGANIZE.  Know  where  every  remotely  usable  frame  of  film  is. 


The  Moth 

Still  at  my  sandals,  the  quiet  tilt 
queer  as  a  foreign  dollar  bill 
with  mica-like  targets,  scutcheons 
of  indigo  and  mustard,  jet-bordered, 
on  khaki  fields-l  knelt  around  it, 
as  not  over  glass,  my  breath  back 
with  its  imminence;  but  it  was 
sleeping,  so  open  and  lax 
as  if  parked  in  its  hangar,  in  fact 
only  awakening  slowly  to  the  thrash 
of  my  grocery  bag;  I  sloshed 
gasoline  all  over  its  faint 
palpitations  and  waited 
till  the  pillow  stilled:  limp, 
it  was  moribund,  when  emptied  out, 
flimsy  and  damp;  I  let  insecticide 
drip  from  a  pencil  directly 
on  the  soft  antlered  head,  the  stung 
worm  of  its  abdomen  going  spastic, 
wings  heaving.  What  was  I  doing? 
Lifting  it  up  caused  the  reflex 
of  an  obsequy,  knees  cringing 
at  once  against  the  breast  birth-wise: 
aghast,  it  was  permanently  relaxed. 


Peter  Fellowes 

Epoch,  Fall  1971 
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John  Lamph 


Paul  C.  Muick 


d.    bradford 


Poems  for  Queen  Agnes 

1 

Noses  conched,  the  picklers  move  easily 
Among  the  rows.  Jarred  babies 
Variously  fleshed  and  boned 
Stare  cooly  from  the  shelves 
Like  bowled  rare  fish. 
Mouths  softly  open 

They  seem  to  have  learned 
To  breathe  deeply 
Of  salt  and  water. 

2 

Mooning  at  you  from  the  other  end 
Of  the  bed 

I  smile  softly  through  your  legs 
Open-mouthed  for  the  daily  squeezing 
Gasping  for  air,  you  cover  me  with  brine 

And  hold  close  that  I  won't  turn  away. 
You've  brought  me  to  live  - 
But  like  the  bride  stripped  bare, 
The  cracking  was  accidental. 

C  la'lf  & 


John  Sansone 


Patricia  Morgan 


_^®W_ 


Marjorie  Walsh 


A  SONNET  ILLUSTRATING  THE  DANGERS  OF  HEROINE  WORSHIP 

Ah. 

If  only  the  leaves  knew  just  who  owns  their  tree 

Their  eyes  would  grow,  those  unrealizing  souls. 

Think. 

She  might  have  exiled  outside  this  happy  fly 

Twitching  insensibly. 

Certainly 

She  sees  the  famous  glorious  cat  and 

See!  her  lucky  witless  tot! 

So,  sweet,  must  we  remember 

We're  breathing  air 

Great  probably, 

As  even  do  we  trust  the  very  air 

Does  never  dare  forget  its  Creator. 

Sondra  Turner 


KISS  POEMS 

1 

For  the  wedding  I  shall  give  you 
a  rainbow  maker: 

for  visions  of  your  next  eight  years- 
driving  in  late  from  Richmond  in  the  Plymouth, 
Poppa's  arm  around  Momma,  so  close  and  young, 
kids  stretching  in  the  backseat 
as  the  man  maneuvers  the  car  into  its  park 
with  his  free  arm  in  the  still  night 
little  arms  push  open  car  doors  and  move  toward 
the  front  door,  alive  with  dirt  marks, 
which  you  will  never  learn  to  lock. 

And  the  man  kisses  the  woman. 

For  your  wedding  I  shall  give  you 
a  strange  and  rare  collection  of  dervishes: 
the  record  spins,  sending  a  rainbow  to  the  wall 
in  the  late  afternoon, 
wheels  bought  second  hand  with  over 
a  hundred  thousand  miles  already, 
the  apple  seeds  in  the  sink, 
and  peaches  like  babies, 
dandelion  wishes  like  sunbursts 
to  the  breath  in  the  lawn, 

change  of  silver  circle  dropped  upon  the  mantle  piece. 
And  the  woman  kisses  the  man. 

2 
he  bit  off  the  angle  of  pizza 
much  too  hot 

and  said,  "Kiss  me  if  your  lips  are  cold." 
She  put  her  mouth  against  a 
smoking  frosted  can  of  ginger  ale. 


Thea  Cox 


Debby  Williams 
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LAZARUS 

long  last 

the  growing  pains 

stretch  and  snap  as  sinews  strain 

worms  that  wed 
the  marrow's  bone 
turn  to  kill 
and  then  are  gone 

damp  earth's  darkness 
tremor  cries 
what's  born  in 
death  no  longer  dies 

as  in  mist 
when  figure  forms 
slowly  earth 
begets  reborn 

and  Lazarus  arises 


John  Sansone 
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